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was the tender mood to which her dawning consciousness
almost invariably first awoke. He was indeed already at the
door, when to his surprise, she called him back and he found
her eyes wide open,
"Don't forget we're to lunch with the Cumbers at the Ante-
lope to-day," she reminded him, and her words as well as her
tone brought down his spirits by several pegs. "And don't
wear that old coat when you come, for they'll think I don't
look after you at all, and don't forget to call for me here as
you did last time! I don't want to walk into the hotel alone,
for it looks funny. It looks as if—oh, I don't know!—but it
looks funny!"
"Sure, kid!" replied our friend briskly, standing by her
bedside with his cap in one hand and stick in the other. "I'll
be here by a quarter-to! It's at one, isn't it?—this damned
lunch. Sure I'll be here! I'll be here at half-past twelve if you
like, and then you can dress up, and dress me up, to your
heart's content!'*
Wizzie blinked and frowned as she stared at the dark form
in front of her in its nimbus of golden sunshine. There was
always something distressing to her nerves in the high spirits
with which he plunged into the activities of a new day. She
herself never felt "as if she were alive" till well on in the after-
noon.
She sat up in bed now and pushed back the hair from her
high forehead. Then she rubbed her face with both her hands,
drawing the skin tight across it, a gesture that he loved for its
characteristicness, but hated for the way it brushed off the
delicate bloom left by sleep.
"Why do you groan like that over this lunch!" she asked
in the particular tone that he always dreaded. "I don't have
so many amusements that you need make a face like that when,
once in a blue moon, we go out together!"
"But—" he protested. "But—Wizz, I've said I'm ready to
go. A person can't like what he doesn't like; and George Cum-
ber—well! you know what he is, and Sissie, too! They're a
fair pair. I don't know which I detest the most."
The girl plucked at the pillow behind her head and settled
herself more comfortably.
Now if there was anything that No-man disliked it was get-
ting involved in a long discussion of their friends, when he

